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Excerpt from Five All-New Forced Feminization Stories:

Pam ran the shaving brush up and down Ted’s long, athletic legs, coating them in the lather. I followed behind with the razor, and, together, my sister and I shaved our cousin’s calves and thighs. Shannon did her part by rubbing baby oil into the smooth flesh, making it soft and pretty and pink. Ted’s eyes glazed over as he stared at the ceiling. His breath quickened. His cock jutted out from his body like a mountain rising over a desert plain...

This is the all-new story collection you’ve been waiting for. Submit to Mistress Victoria as she leads you into the forbidden world of forced feminization, where men are transformed into submissive slaves for powerful women. So keep reading – if you dare.

Introduction

With a new year comes new possibilities, and 2016 promises to be the best 12 months ever for those in my line of work. By that I mean not only female domination, but the specialized form of that craft that involves turning hairy, sloppy, ego-driven men into sweet, submissive slaves for powerful women like myself.

The benefits of forced feminization for both mistress and slave are many. It frees the male from the burden of making his own decisions and controlling his own life. It confronts him with his innate inferiority to the female gender. For the woman, it provides her with an adoring servant to care for her every need. It makes the world in which she lives happier and more pleasant. For both genders, it corrects the mistake Nature made when it put men at the top of the food chain.

Let’s face it, my pets; women are simply superior. We’re smarter, more attractive, and, overall, healthier. That’s not to say men are worthless; far from it. To the contrary, the male species has a vital role to play in serving its betters. Together men and women can remake the world into a paradise – at long as she is firmly in control.

The stories you’ll read in this collection are based on both my own experiences and those of dear friends and colleagues. Each presents a treasure trove of techniques for accomplishing the feminization of the men in your life, whether they want it or not. Because, after all, it’s not what he wants that’s important. It’s your needs, ladies; your wants, your desires that must always take first place. Don’t deny that fact; embrace it and celebrate it. Then find a way to make it a reality.

I should mention that my website is up and running at victoriamarlowe.com/. There you’ll find more of my proven methods for dominating and feminizing men, along with links to my library of choice literature. Check it out when you have a chance. And now, without further ado, I present five all-new stories of forced feminization. Happy 2016, everyone!

-Victoria Marlowe

San Francisco, CA

Feminized at the Family Reunion Part One

Last year’s family reunion wasn’t the first time my sister and I thought about feminizing our cousin. But it WAS the first time we caught him sucking another guy’s cock. Having that naughty little secret to hold over him made the rest pretty easy.

My name is Cheryl. I’m a 19 year old community college student studying to be a cosmetologist. My sister Pam is a bookkeeper for a local car dealership. She’s 20. Our cousin Ted is a 21 year old junior at a state university, and a more conceited ass never walked the planet. He thinks being the quarterback of an obscure collegiate football team makes him god’s gift to women.

So it’s only natural that Pam and I have talked about how to take him down a few notches. Turning him into a crossdressing sissy would be the perfect way to humiliate him. The challenge was figuring out how to force him into women’s clothes.

“Can’t you see it?” I said to Pam one night when we were sitting around on her bed. We had both showered for the night and she was helping me wax my bikini areas. Spring was just around the corner and warm weather came early to the part of Florida in which we lived. “I love the idea of putting Ted in panties and a bra and watching him strut his stuff! It would crush his male ego for sure!”

Pam snickered at the idea. “God, yes,” she said.  “He would never be able to show his face around his friends again.” She shook her head. “But he would never do it willingly. We would have to blackmail him.”

“I know,” I said.  Then another thought occurred to me. “You know what I’m thinking of doing? I’m considering shaving my pussy for the season. It would make looking good in a bathing suit so much easier!”

“You’re right,” Pam said. “I have thought of it too, but I can’t work up the nerve to do it myself.”

To make a long story short, my sister and I ended up shaving each other’ s cunt that night. That might sound weird to some people, but she and I have always been very close. We even sleep in the same bed sometimes. No, it’s not like that! That’s sick and wrong! Although, to be honest, the thought has crossed my mind…

The weeks passed and, before we knew it, May was upon us. Our family always had a family reunion first weekend of the month at the local park. Our dad and his boyfriend did all the cooking while mom and her lover Julie set up the tables and chairs and decorated.

Usually they overdid it a bit and the park looked like a carnival with balloons everywhere. Dad joked that the blow-ups looked like inflated condoms, which made our mother scream and stab each of the hot dog-shaped balloons with a long, sharp needle. It reminded us of when the two of them were married.

The meal was great, as usual, and afterwards Pam and I were sitting together under the shade of a giant oak tree when we noticed Ted playing touch football with some of his friends. I have to admit, my cousin has a helluva body. For a football player he’s a little thin, so his build is kind of like a swimmer’s, or maybe a ballerina’s. His arms are long and muscular and his abs are nice and tight. He has sandy blond hair and a few freckles.

After a while we noticed Ted approach our friend Shannon, who was sitting by himself reading a book. Shannon is what gay guys call a “twink.” He’s nerdy in the extreme, with pale skin and an emaciated body. He’s 22, a drama major, and, as you may have guessed, queer as hell. 

“Wow,” I said, touching Pam on her thigh as I turned to talk to her. “Check it out; Ted is actually speaking to fag boy over there!”

Pam arched her eyebrows, a sure sign something had caught her interest. “Damn,” she said, “That’s weird. Shannon is the kind of guy Ted would usually either ignore or give wedgies to. I wonder what’s up?”

I shook my head and leaned over to whisper in her ear. “I wonder if Ted might be hitting on him?”

Pam gave me a puzzled look. “Ted?” she said. “Gay? That’s pretty far-fetched, sis!”

“Not as much as you might think,” I said. “Some guys who act all tough and masculine are really just in denial. It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“You might be right,” said Pam. “Let’s keep an eye on them and see what happens.”

The pair chatted for about 15 minutes when Ted stood up, stretched, and headed towards the public restrooms at the far end of the park. As for Shannon, he stayed seated on the ground. I gave Pam a disappointed look. “Looks like we were wrong,” I said.

“Guess so,’ she said. Then her eyes opened wide as she said, “Oh my god! Cheryl!” she said, pointing towards the restroom. “Look!”

I had to squint to see what she was getting at. But then it became obvious. Ted was loitering around the outside of the men’s room door, like a perv waiting for a hook-up. Every once in a while he would glance in Shannon’s direction. We decided to keep an eye on things in case something interesting developed.

Sure enough, in a few minutes Shannon stood and started ambling towards the restrooms. He looked in our direction once but didn’t seem to notice us staring at him. Then he crossed the distance between him and Ted. The two of them went in the bathroom, one after the other.

“Come on!” said Pam. “This could be the chance we’ve been waiting for!” She touched my fingers as she stood. We got to our feet and clasped our hands together in excitement as we sauntered over to the building at the far end of the park. To someone who didn’t know better, she and I might have looked like a pair of lesbians. But anyone who thought that way would have a pretty dirty mind; after all, we’re sisters!

Our pace slowed as we approached the restroom. We looked around, but there was no one nearby. We saw a window on the side of the building, but it was too high for either of us to look through.  I got down on my hands and knees, letting Pam mount me – that is, letting her stand on my back to give her enough height for a good view. Her weight wasn’t uncomfortable. She’s pretty light, not to mention limber.

She checked things out for several seconds; I felt her bob up and down on top of me a bit, as if she were dancing a jig. Then she hopped off my back and fell down beside me.

“Well?” I said. “What are they doing?”

She looked at me bug-eyed. “I couldn’t see them clearly,” she said, “but I heard Shannon moaning!”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s….wow.” I shook my head. “If only we could be sure they’re going at it!”

“We can,” she said, taking my hand and leading me towards the bathroom door.

“What?” I said. “We can’t go in there, silly! It’s a men’s room, for god’s sake!”

“So fucking what?” she said. “There’s nothing in there we haven’t seen before.” She pulled me towards her. “Let’s go!”

“Oh, what the hell,” I said, giving in to my sister’s dominant personality.  “It’ll be fun!” We dashed around the corner to the restroom door. She made a SHH motion with her index finger, then she opened the door slowly, slipping inside without making a sound. I followed right behind her.

A sound from a stall at the far end of the room drew our attention. We crept up to the door on tiptoes. From behind it we heard a guy’s voice say, “oh, oh yeah; that’s it, you little bitch. Suck me good! Do it like a woman!”

Pam looked at me, her face about to burst from fighting the urge to laugh. Then, with a quick motion, she pushed against the stall door with all her might. It flew open, and we saw for ourselves what was going on.

I had assumed Ted was the one getting a blowjob from Shannon. But just the opposite was true: our college jock cousin was on his knees sucking sissy Shannon like a bitch in heat! His head jerked around as we entered. “WHAT THE FUCK?!?” he screamed. Then, when he saw who was standing there, he turned pale as an Eskimo’s ass. The look on his face was priceless!

Shannon, for whatever reason, reacted differently to our intrusion. His face livid, he shouted,” Ah, damn it! I was on the verge of cumming!” His unexpected comment was more than either Pam or I could stand. We doubled over and fell to the floor laughing, while Ted, who was still on his knees, hung his head like a whipped puppy, knowing his secret was out.

Pam regained her composure after a minute or so. She looked at me and said, “Quick, Cheryl! Lock us in!” There was a deadbolt that worked the door from inside the restroom. I jumped to my feet and turned it to keep anyone from intruding on our little scene.

When I looked back around, Ted was on his knees in front of Pam. She stood over him with her hands on her hips, like a dominatrix punishing a disobedient slave. Shannon was in the stall getting dressed.

“Well, what will it be, Ted?” she said to the quivering, terrified boy on the floor. “Will you submit to me and Pam? Or should we tell everyone you’re a queer?”

I walked over to my sister and stood beside her, assuming the same dominant stance she was using. “That’s right, Ted,” I said. “We own you now.”

“What do you two want?” he said, utter defeat evident in his tone.

Pam glanced at me. “Feminization?” she asked. I nodded with enthusiasm.

She looked back at Ted. “You’re going to let us feminize you, dear cousin,” she said. “We’re going to shave your legs and chest and arms. Then we’re going to dress you in all kinds of pretty little sissy stuff like panties and bras and stockings.”

“That’s right, Ted,” I added. “And we’re going to paint your lips and your face all dainty and femme. You’re going to get a blond wig and prance around like a properly feminized slut while we cheer and laugh and humiliate you!”

I noticed Shannon still standing in the stall. “Come here, Shannon,” I said. “Stand beside us.” He did so. I took his hand. “By the way,” I said, “you still owe our friend here an orgasm. So pucker up, cousin!”

Ted looked up at us, his face ashen with terror. “What?” he said. “You mean here?”

Pam slapped him on the side of his head. “Pay attention, dumbass!” she shouted. “Of course you’re going to do it right here!” She turned to Shannon. “How about it?” she said. “Are you in the mood for cousin Ted to suck you off?”

“Oh, boy, am I!” said Shannon. In a flash he had his pants and underwear around his knees. He stood over Ted like a conquering gladiator, his rigid man-meat less than an inch from the humiliated jock’s quivering lips. “Get to work, bitch,” he said. “And no teeth or I’ll soak you in piss!”

I saw Ted’s male ego dissolve as he leaned forward and took Shannon’s swollen cock into his mouth for the second time. Hot, salty tears ran down his face in rivers, as he endured the shame and degradation of being dominated by his two girl cousins and a twink. The sight was so damn hot my cunt screamed for relief. I reached between my legs and fondled my throbbing clit. Pam did the same with hers.

Then, as if the moment could never get more perfect, my sister, Shannon and I all came at the exact same instant. My sibling and I clenched our hands together as waves of ecstasy coursed through our bodies. Shannon’s steaming bust of semen drenched Ted’s face.

I saw our cousin lick his lips as his lover’s juices poured down his nose and into his yearning mouth. I’ll be damned, I thought. Ted likes the taste of cum! I think he’ll be happy in his new life as a feminized fag. And, as time would prove, I was right.

So, all in all, I would have to say family reunion 2015 was the best ever. I can’t wait to see what 2016 holds in store!

Feminized at the Family Reunion Part Two

Last time I wrote about how my sister Pam and I caught our cousin Ted sucking another guy’s cock in a public restroom. This time I’m going to share what we did to him that night in our bedroom. If you thought my last story was hot, then just wait till you hear this!

After Shannon came all over Ted’s face, the guys got dressed and cleaned themselves up. We told Ted to meet us at our house that night after nine p.m. We also invited Shannon, who’s a friend of the family, to come over as well. “Wouldn’t miss it for the world!” he said, giddy with excitement.

Pam unlocked the restroom door and peeked outside real quick. “Uh-oh!” she said. “Two guys are approaching! We can’t let them catch us in here!” So she and I hid in a stall while Ted and Shannon walked out. My sister and I huddled together in the cramped space. I felt her heart beating in her chest as we clung to each other, our smooth, sultry bodies tightly interlocked.

Seconds later we heard a familiar voice. It was our dad’s! “This is the best I could do, honey,” he said. “We’ll have to blow and go, I guess.”

“Works for me,” said the man who had entered the restroom with him. “I’ve just got to have a piece of you now, lover boy!”

“Oh my god,” whispered Pam into my ear. “It’s dad and his boyfriend! They’re going to go at it while we’re in here!”

Seconds later we heard one of the guys lean back against the communal sink and drop his jeans. Then came the sound of sighing and moaning as the other man sucked his cock. We clamped our hands tight over our mouths to suppress the urge to laugh, while our father and his boyfriend blew each other to orgasm a few feet away.

Both men came quickly, and it couldn’t have been more than five minutes before they walked out of the restroom together. Moments later my sister and I peeled ourselves apart from each other and shuffled out of the building. With our hair disheveled and our bodies drenched in sweat, we probably looked like two lesbos who had just wrapped up a marathon lovemaking session. But we’re sisters, remember? We don’t swing that way, at least not with each other.

The rest of the reunion went by in its normal fashion – at least in the way our family defines “normal.” That evening Pam, Shannon and I sat in the living room waiting for Ted. Dad and his boyfriend were out for the evening.

We squealed in excitement as our cousin’s car pulled up outside. “He’s here!” said Shannon, clutching his palms together.  “My bitch is here!”

If Ted had regained any of his old courage since that afternoon then he didn’t show it. His face was sullen and his shoulders drooping as he entered the house.

“Well, well, well, look who’s here,” said Pam. “Little Miss Cocksucker herself!”

Ted hung his head low and said, “Let’s just get this over with.”

“Great idea!” said Pam, walking over to him and kicking him in the ass. “Move! You know where our bedroom is!” Ted shuffled forwards like a steer on its way to the slaughterhouse. The rest of us followed behind him.

As he entered the bedroom his eyes grew wide. Shannon had helped us to move Pam’s bed so it was centered in the floor. From each of its corners hung a pair of handcuffs. The room was dark except for the flickering glow of dozens of candles scattered around the walls. “Strip and lay down on your back, faggot!” Pam ordered Ted.

He looked at her in terror. “What are you going to do to me?” he whined.

“Whatever the hell we want,” said Shannon. “Unless you want me to tell me my drama club friends how you begged to suck my cock today.” Ted’s eyes flashed with anger at those words, but his will to defy us vanished as quickly as it arose. He took off his clothes and lay across the mattress. His face was drawn, his body quaking in terror. It was a wonderful sight!

Pam slid his ankles into the bonds and cinched them tight around his flesh. I did the same with his wrists. As we did, we both noticed his cock twitch and harden. “Look at that, dear sister,” said Pam, winking at me. “I think Ted likes being treated like this!” She smirked at him. “You’re quite the perverted little faggot, aren’t you?” Ted said nothing in response, but his face revealed the despair he felt. Seeing him in pain lit a fire between my legs.

“Shannon, sweetie,” I said to our friend, “could you bring the razor, please? And the cream?”

“Sure!” he said. He went to the bathroom and came back later with the items I had requested: a pink disposable razor and a mug filled with soapy lather.

“Oh, my god,” said Ted as he saw the items. He swallowed a lump in his throat as his mind painted pictures of what was going to happen to him. But, while his faced showed panic, his penis grew several inches in length. Say what he might, Ted was looking forward to being feminized by his girl cousins!

Pam ran the shaving brush up and down his long, athletic legs, coating them in the lather. I followed behind with the razor, and, together, my sister and I shaved our cousin’s calves and thighs. Shannon did his part by rubbing baby oil into the smooth flesh, making it soft and pretty and pink. Ted’s eyes glazed over as he stared at the ceiling. His breath quickened. His cock jutted out from his body like a mountain rising over a desert plain.

After his legs, we worked on his chest, arms, and groin. We removed every follicle from his cock and balls. A couple of times the razor opened up his sac and a little blood dribbled out, which was exciting to see. But overall we were quite merciful with our cousin, robbing him of his manhood with dignity and grace.

When we were finished, the three of us stood arm-in-arm to admire our work. The bed was covered in tiny bits of fuzz and soap stains, but Ted was hairless from his toes to the top of his head. “I must say,” said Pam, smiling as she looked at me and Shannon, “we do good work!” The two of us grinned and nodded in agreement.

“Sadly,” said my sister to Ted, “we must now take you out of your restraints, sweet cousin. If we do, do you promise to behave?”

“Yes…yes, I promise,” he said in a dull, hypnotic voice. “I will be a good sissy.”

“Very well, then,” said Pam. We undid the cuffs and told Ted to sit up. Then Pam and I took him under each arm and led him to my vanity, where we sat him in front of the mirror. He showed no resistance as he walked with slow, robot-like steps to the second phase of his feminization. With his naked ass planted in a chair, Pam and I applied foundation to his features, then followed up with mascara, blush, and lipstick. I plucked his bushy eyebrows and drew lovely new ones in their place. 

Shannon had borrowed a blond wig from the drama club’s supplies. It fit Ted perfectly. Pam arranged it in a sweet, prissy style that fell across his shoulders. “Look at yourself, Ted,” said Pam, pointing to the mirror. “See how pretty you are now!”  He did as she ordered, his face blank.

I was a little concerned that we had pushed our cousin over the edge, given his empty stare and passive features. But, when I mentioned this to Shannon, he said, “don’t worry. My dominatrix friend says this is part of the forced feminization process. Right now Ted is so beaten down with humiliation that his mind has turned to mush. We can reprogram him in any way we want.”

Thank you for that insight, Shannon!” said Pam, giving our twink friend a quick hug. “What do you think, Cheryl?” she asked me. “What buttons should we push in the little sissy’s mind?”

I touched my chin with my index finger as I thought. “Well,” I said, “it’s tempting to turn him into some kind of animal, like a barking dog or a meowing cat…or maybe just turning off his brain altogether so he spends life as a vegetable.” I saw Pam’s face light up with approval. “But let’s stick with the original plan and turn him into the gayest sissy who has ever walked the planet.” I looked at Shannon. “Does that work for you?”

“I love it,” said Shannon. “He can be my boyfriend and slave. The other drama club members will be green with envy!”

“Then it’s settled,” said Pam. Looking down at Ted, she said, “Ted, you are now a worthless cocksucking sissy faggot. Shannon is your lord and master and Cheryl and I are your mistresses. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress Pam,” said Ted.

“Hmm,” said Pam, “I like his attitude, but his voice is still way too masculine.” She said, “Ted, that was terrible! If you’re going to be a feminized slave, then you must talk like one!  Now try again, but this time use a sissy tone when you speak!”

“Yes, Mistress Pam,” he said again, this time in a high-pitched, lilting voice that sounded so gay I laughed!

Pam smiled. “Much better, Ted!” She nodded at Shannon. “I think he’s ready for the next phase of the process. Get his bra.”

“Got it right here!” said Shannon, holding up a lacy peach-colored brassiere. I ordered Ted to raise his arms straight up, which he did, and our gay friend dressed our cousin in the bra, sliding the strap onto his shoulders and hooking it in the back.

“Do you like your new training bra, Ted?” asked Shannon.

“Of, yes!” said our cousin, sounding for all the world like a girl. “It’s lovely!” He smiled as he spoke. The brainwashing had taken hold; his mind was reshaping itself to match our orders.

“I’m glad to hear that, Ted,” said Shannon. “Of course, you knows what this means, don’t you, sweetie?”

“No,” said Ted, a note of fear in his feminized voice. “What does it mean?”

“It means,” said Pam, grabbing Ted’s shoulders and looking directly into his eyes, “that your days of being a man are over forever. You will have sex with a woman again. You will never cum again. You will never play football again. Your cock will slowly shrivel into nothing. Shannon will keep you in a cage or tied to a table when you’re not serving him in some way. Do you understand?” Her voice was like cold steel; it was arousing and disturbing at the same time.

“I…”Ted started to speak, but his voice trailed off. I sensed that some tiny part of his old self was trying to reassert itself. I saw him flinch. Then his hands reached up to his bra. He began to remove it.

“Pam, quick!” I shouted. “We’re losing control! We gotta do something!”

Shannon stepped forward, a confident look on his face, his iPhone in his hands. “Leave it to me, ladies.” He held the screen in front of Ted’s eyes. “Look, Ted,” he said. “I just posted pictures of you dressed up like a girl online. Your football player friends are already commenting. Can you see what they’re saying?”

“No,” said Ted, his voice faltering, his face a mask of fear.

“They’re saying you’re a pathetic sissy to let us do these things to you. They’re saying your days of being a big man are over. They’re saying they might let you suck their cocks, but only if you pay them for the privilege!” Shannon chuckled. “Pretty humiliating, isn’t it?” he added.

A single tear glided down Ted’s face as he surrendered to Shannon’s domination. “Yes,” he said. “It’s awful. I guess I’ll be your slave from now on, won’t I?”

“Yes, Ted,” said Shannon. “You’re mine forever – mine and Cheryl’s and Pam’s.” Our cousin hung his head as his owner uttered those words. Then Pam began to laugh. Shannon and I joined in as we ground what was left of Ted’s ego into dust.

It has been several months now since we feminized Ted – whose name is now Tiffany, by the way. As Pam predicted, his penis has shrunk over time. It’s now smaller than a marble and soft as a featherbed. On the other hand, his asshole has stretched to accommodate both Shannon’s cock and those of countless other men.

Tiffany walks with a feminize swish, reads romance novels, and agrees with us that she’s much better off now than with her old identity. Overall, I think Tiffany enjoys being a forcibly feminized slut, especially since Shannon told her that she will soon be getting breast implants.

As for Ted, that person vanished forever during that magical night last May. Just thinking about it makes me horny as hell. Now, if we can only do the same thing to all men, the world will be a much better place!

Feminized by my BBW Wife

I’m married to a gorgeous blond BBW. You might think I’m lucky, except that she’s also dominant, cruel, and utterly unfaithful. Right now she has two young studs in bed with her. She’s blowing one while the other is eating her pussy. Both guys have already fucked her multiple times. I know because she rigged up a camera in the bedroom that sends signals to the giant TV in the living room. I’m tied down in a chair and forced to watch her go at it with her lovers. 

After it’s over she will force me to thank them for screwing her. After it’s all over I might, just might, get 30 seconds to jack off before she puts my cock back in its cage. Then I will spend the night in the tiny, girly bedroom she assigned me to months ago.

As you may have guessed, I’m a pathetic excuse for a man. I guess I’m just a sissy who loves being dominated by his wife. That’s the only reason I can think of for why my cock is trying so hard to become erect right now. Too bad it’s encased in a curving metal tube. Whenever I try to get hard, the cage punishes me by sending white shocks of pain through my dick. I may never have an erection again.

One of the studs just came. My wife is milking his cock and licking up every drop of his jism. “God, you taste so good!” she says to the man as she swallows his liquid.

Then she looks at the camera. “What do you think, dear husband?” she says. “Should I just let my lovers fuck me a few more times?” She flashes an evil grin. “Or should I play with them until they cum all over my hands?  Either way, it’s a million times more satisfying than anything you could do for me!”

I feel tears glide down my face as her vicious words sink into my mind. My cheeks are flush with shame and I hang my head low.  But my cock is still struggling to get stiff. I love it when my wife cuckolds and humiliates me – and she knows it! As my mind swirls with the intensity of the experience I think back to how she and I first met…

SIX MONTHS AGO

“Hey, John,” I said to the bartender. “Who the hell is that hot, curvy blond over there?”

John glanced over at the booth I was pointing at and shrugged his shoulders. “Beats me,” he said. “She must be new.” He arched His eyebrows. “One thing’s for sure, though: she is really hot!”

I nodded my head in agreement. The woman in question was the hottest thing I had ever seen. She was tall, with fair skin, full, red lips, big blue eyes, and a delicate, slightly upturned nose. She wore a striped green top with a plunging neckline that showed off her ample bosom. She also had on a short black skirt that displayed her long, gorgeous legs; she was wearing fishnets stockings and green pumps that gave her calves a delicious curves. My heart pounded in my ears as I looked her up and down. My cock was stone-hard and about to burst out of my jeans.

“What do you think?” I said to John. “Should I go over and talk to her?”

He gave me a “duh” look. “Why not?” he gave the woman a leering stare. “Hell, you might get lucky tonight after all!”

I gave her another once-over, finished my beer, and stood. “Wish me luck!” I said to John as I sauntered over to the object of my desire. As I approached, she glanced up at me for a fraction of a second. Her features suggested that she didn’t care if I lived or died, which made me want her all the more.

“Evening,” I said. “My name’s Dave. Mind if I sit down?”

She looked up at me with the slightest trace of a smile on her lips. “It’s a free country,” she said before returning her attention to her drink. I took that to mean “yes” and slid into the seat across from hers.

I tapped my fingers on the table, grinned, and tried to think of something witty to say. Sitting close to her like that I could smell the sweet, subtle scent of her cologne. It turned the rock in my pants into Mt. Everest. “Say, that’s a nice perfume!” I said, hoping to charm her. “What’s it called?”

“Why?” she asked, a crooked smile on her lips. “Do you want a bottle of it for yourself?” She snorted ever-so-slightly and rolled her eyes.

Man, this is one evil bitch! I thought. Part of me wanted to walk away. But another part of me, the one between my legs, kept my ass firmly planted on that seat. If there was a chance, no matter how slight, that I could get this curvaceous beauty in the sack, then I was willing to sacrifice my pride, my dignity, even my self-respect. Yes, she was that hot! So I decided to take her abuse and keep trying.

The lapse in conversation turned into several long seconds of silence as I struggled for the right words to break through her icy exterior. At last, after what seemed like an eternity, she said, “why did you approach me tonight, Dave?”

The question caught me by surprise. “Um…” I said, twitching and fumbling for a response. “Um…” My brain was fogged over from the hormones racing through my bloodstream. After a few moments of struggling to form a coherent thought I gave up and simply dropped my head like a chastised schoolboy.

She gave me another half-smirk, then grabbed her purse and got to her feet. She took a few steps, then turned around. “Well, Dave,” she said, “If you’re coming home with me, then you’d better get up.”

I looked at her in amazement. “You…you’re taking me to your house?”

She looked at me like I was a slobbering idiot. “I believe that’s what I just said,” she responded. “Follow me or not; it’s your choice.”

I scurried to my feet and trailed right behind her. I felt the cold night air slap me in the face as she left the bar.

“Where do you think you’re going?” she said, turning on her heels to face me.

“Umm...” once more I was speechless.

She pointed at the door behind me. “Get back in there and pay my tab, you moron,” she said. “And be quick about it or I’ll leave your ass behind.” I scampered back into the building and did as she said. When I went back outside she had her car pulled up to the curb. It was a silver hardtop Mercedes that must have cost a fortune.

I grabbed the door handle to get in. As I did, she tapped the gas pedal with her foot. The force of the motion hurled me forward and my skull collided with the Mercedes’ gleaming exterior. I hear her vicious laughter as my head exploded with pain. I saw stars as I tried to steady myself on wobbly legs.

“You’re more trouble than you’re worth, you sissy faggot,” she muttered as she reached over to open the door. I fell into the passenger seat, holding my bruised head as she gunned the engine. The door slapped shut as the car bolted out of the parking lot and into the street.

“I looked over at her, my mind swimming with pain. “What…what kind of sick bitch are you?” I said, half speaking, half whimpering.

She smiled. “The kind you dream of,” she said, giving me a quick glance and a wicked smile. “One who will treat you like the worthless little bitch you are. Now shut up. I’m in control here.” Hot, salty tears poured down my face as the sedan purred through the night.

****

The neon glare of the street lights burned holes in my skull as the tow-headed demon whipped the gleaming Mercedes around anything that got in her way. I watched in sickened fascination as she gripped the leather-wrapped steering wheel with white-knuckled intensity.

She was a lioness with an appetite as keen and as sharp as her sapphire eyes. As for me, I was just a tasty hunk of meat she was ferrying back to her den to devour. The thought of being consumed by her both aroused and terrified my timid soul. 

Several times during the trip I had a chance to jump out of the auto and onto the relative safety of the sidewalk. But I cluing to the passenger seat as if it were a life jacket and I was aboard the Titanic.  This was one ride I intended to see through to the end, no matter how grisly the finale might be.

The trip ended with a lurch as I was tossed forward like a sack of potatoes; she likes to brake hard. “Don’t move,” she ordered as she exited the car and walked around the hood to my door. In her hand she clutched an ebony length of rawhide that ended in a silver-studded collar. My mouth dropped open when I saw it dangling from her grip.

Run, a voice in my head whispered. As soon as she opens the door. Brush past her and get the fuck out of here before it’s too late. I felt fear give strength to my legs as my body readied itself for action. One hand grasped the dashboard; the other sat tensed against my thigh. I’ll do it, I thought. I don’t give a shit how hot she is; this cunt is fucking crazy.

The car door swung open and she stood above me, like an alley cat hovering over its prey. Her eyes read my intent before I could act. Her sultry lips parted as she spoke.

“You can run way if you like,” she said in cool, measured tones. “I won’t stop you. But –“she raised her right index finger in the air – “if you do, then you will never see me again, no matter how hard you search.  You’ll spend the rest of your pathetic life wishing you could meet a woman as strong, as beautiful, and as vicious as me. But you’ll find only smoke and vapors, images of what might have been.”

She gave me a long, slow, sad look. “They will be your only comfort as your apish hand jerks you off to store-bought fantasies. Is that really what you want?”

I gazed up at her flawless face with its soft, seductive features. My eyes drank in the intoxicating beauty of her creamy white skin, her sapphire eyes, her pert nose and her sumptuous lips. They followed her perfect form down her long, angular neck, her ample bosom, her voluptuous curves, and her exquisite legs that seemed to go on forever. My soul burned with desire for this magnificent, almost impossibly beautiful woman; and, as it did, my will to resist vanished into the darkness that would soon engulf me.

“Well?” she said, a sinister tone underlying her demanding query.

I tried to speak, but my throat was parched. My head spun, not only with pain but with the sheer intensity of being in her presence. With a supreme effort I managed to croak out a pitiful reply: “I…I’ll stay,” I said.

“Good boy,” she said, holding the leash in front of my face. “You may address me as Mistress Meredith. Now get on your hands and knees. If you’re to enter my home, then you’ll do so on all fours.” She gestured to the ground. “Like a dog.”

My legs turned to rubber as I tumbled out of the Mercedes. She cinched the collar tight around my neck, so that I struggled for each breath. Then she pulled me along like an animal as I followed, beaten and bruised and forever hers.

****

“You’ll never get out of those bonds by squirming,” she said. “So you might as well give in to the pain.”

I looked at her through tear-stained eyes, my body on fire with arousal and agony. She wore a skin-tight black leather outfit that hugged each curve of her magnificent form with perfection. Her feet were clad in knee-length boots with silver clasps and high heels. The top of her outfit plunged across her bust line and curled around her massive breasts, supporting them so that they seemed to be pointing directly at me. At the tip of each cup I could see the outline of a small, perfectly round nipple pressing against the fabric.

My ankles were tied with heavy cords that fed through a pulley mechanism.  It ended with massive lead balls dangling just above the basement floor. The weight spread my legs apart like a whore’s thighs after an all-night fuck fest, dislocating them from my hips and threatening to rip me in half.

My wrists were tied as well, and the ropes that pulled them apart cut into my flesh, drawing blood that dripped onto the cold stones beneath my suspended body. I struggled for a while against the forces pulling me apart, but the effort only made me lose strength faster. I felt like a butterfly pinned down by a heartless biology student and crammed between the pages of a scrapbook. My eyes were dry and my throat was hoarse after long hours of crying and screaming.

She approached me with a slow, catlike gait. I felt my cock twitch in approval. She noticed it moving and frowned. “We can’t have any of that,” she said, shaking her head and giving my penis a dark, menacing look. She turned, went back to the platform on which she had been standing, and withdrew a long black case from a hidden compartment. She opened it and showed me the contents: three long, thin surgical needles, each barbed on the end like a harpoon. She took one in her fingers and approached my tortured body.

My heart skipped a beat. “No, please,” I moaned through cracked, quivering lips. “Please, for god’s sake, have mercy.”

She touched my cheek with the back of her left hand. “It’s okay, honey,” she said. “It’s for your own good, really. You’ll thank me in time.” Her fingers traced the edges of my face, ran down my neck and chest, and, for the briefest of moments, caressed my hanging ball sac. The feel of her skin against my genitals was sheer bliss; I moaned with pleasure.

Then, with a quick, sharp thrust, she skewered my cock with the needle. I bellowed in pain as the smooth metal shaft pierced my flesh and sent shock waves through my nervous system. The point exited my organ and lacerated my scrotum as she forced it through first one testicle then the other.

I shrieked. I wept. I struggled in vain against the ropes that were ripping me apart. I looked at my tormentor through a haze of pain. “Why?’ I blubbered, drool running from my mouth and down my body. “Why are you doing this?”

She gave me a befuddled look. “’Why?’” she said, mocking my question. “It should be perfectly clear ‘why,’ Dave,” she said.  “Because it’s fun, that’s why!” Then she reached for the needle and gave it a sharp tug, sending shock waves through my nervous system. In that moment of supreme agony, darkness overwhelmed my mind as I passed out.

****

The first thing I noticed when I woke up was the texture of the lacy fabric against my face. I reached up to remove whatever the object was, then stared at it with a puzzled look. It was a pair of panties! They were made of silk, light green in color, and close in size to my regular underwear. I held the garment in my hand and stared at it, feeling a tingle go through my crotch as I stroked the soft, delicate material.

“Try them on,” said the voice from the edge of the bed. Startled, I looked in its direction to see Meredith sitting in a chair staring at me. She wore the same dominatrix-style outfit as before. Her legs were crossed. Her arms were folded across her chest. In one hand she held a riding crop.

I gave her a blank, uncomprehending stare. “Try them on,” she said, “now.” That last word had a menacing tone that made my heart leap in my chest.

“Can…can I stand up?” I asked her.

“Of course,” she said. “I’ve kept you sedated while your wounds have been healing, so your body should function reasonably well.” She smacked the palm of her free hand with the crop. “Hurry up!” she snapped.

I leapt to my feet, realizing as I did so that I was naked. My body was covered with scars that showed the evidence of my recent torture. I stepped into the panties and slid them up my legs.  As I did, I noticed my skin was butter-soft and free of hair. Mistress Meredith smiled. “I took the liberty of shaving your body while you were unconscious,” she said. “My slaves are always smooth and girly. Therefore, you will be smooth and girly from now on.”

I stood there in the ladies underwear, looking at Meredith’s face and trying to discern a reaction. Her thoughts, whatever they were, were unrevealed by her features or her body language. “Well,” she said after a long moment of silence, “it’s a start.”

She stood. “Follow me,” she ordered, striding out of the room like a prison guard leading an inmate to the gas chamber. I followed right behind her. She spun on her heels and glared at me. “Not so close, you idiot!” she said. “You should always remain at least five feet behind your mistress.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, lowering my eyes.

“As you should be,” she said. “Now remember what I said or I’ll beat you black and blue.”

I dropped my head and trailed well behind Meredith as she led me down a long hallway and into another room. This one was decorated in ultra-feminine tones: a pink vanity and dresser, posters of buff men with six-pack abs and huge arms, and a bed with several items of woman’s clothing laid out across it.

I looked around my new surroundings. “What is this place?”

“This,” said Meredith, “is where you will be living from now on. It’s designed to shred your male ego and turn you into a gay cross-dressing sissy.”

I shook my head as I started to back out into the hallway. “No, no way in Hell!” I said. “I let you torture me. I let you humiliate and insult and degrade me. But this is too much!”

Meredith made no move to stop me. If she was disturbed at all by my defiance, then she didn’t show it. “Fine,” she said. “You’re free to go.” Then, with a wicked smile on her face, she said, “But I think you should see the recording you made a few days ago.”

I gave her a puzzled look. “What recording?” I blurted out.

“The one I sent to your office,” she said, pointing to the TV in the corner of the room. She tapped a button on the remote that sat beside it and the screen sprang to life.

As the video played, I saw myself naked except for a pair of pink panties. “My name is Dave Edward Thomas,” I said, looking at the camera, “and I am a worthless sissy faggot. I dream about sucking men’s cocks and getting fucked in the ass.”

My mouth fell open as I watched myself in horror.

“Meredith is helping me to come to terms with my homosexuality. I trust her with my life and will remain with her as I transition into being a happy, well-adjusted gay man.” I continued to speak, naming half a dozen of my best buddies and describing how I wanted to blow each of them. The recording went on for more than 20 minutes.

When it was over I was dumbfounded. I looked at Meredith in shock. She grinned. “It’s amazing what a little hypnosis and the right drugs will make a person say, isn’t it?” she said.  “Not only can I make you do whatever I want, I can make you remember or forget your actions, your thoughts - even your identity, if I choose.”

“When did you record that video?” I asked, unable to believe what was happening.

“Oh,” she said, holding an index finger to her chin and looking up at the ceiling. “Let’s see…about a month ago, I think.”

“A month?” I shouted in shocked disbelief. “How long have I been here?”

“You’ve been living off me for a little over 90 days,” she said. “And, to be honest, I’m a little tired of your freeloading.” She pointed at the feminine clothes on the bed. “Put those on,” she said. “Once you’re in them I’ll do your makeup and find a nice wig for you. It will serve until your own hair grows out.”

My face filled with terror and confusion, I asked her, “But why? Why are you doing these things to me?”

“Because that’s my job,” she said. “I’m a wealthy woman, Dave, made so by producing forced feminization and female domination videos for a thriving Internet audience.” The color drained from my face as the true nature of my situation became clear. “Unlike 99% of the crap out there, my stuff is real. I don’t use actors or fake sets. I trap men, destroy their lives, and then turn them into sissies.”

“I’ll call the cops!” I said. “I’ll bust your operation wide open, you crazy cunt!”

“I don’t think so, Dave,” she said. “You see, while I had you under mind control I got you to confess to all sorts of other things – extortion, drug use, counterfeiting. Of course, it’s all utter BS; a guy like you would never have the balls to break the law in any serious way.” Her eyes took on a malicious gleam as she spoke. “But, with those recordings and a little evidence planted here and there, I can make sure the charges stick.”

Her words were like hammer blows to my skull. I staggered forward, felt faint, and collapsed onto the bed. Meredith laughed. “And, if you think I’m brutal,” she said, “believe me, the guys in prison are a hundred times worse! They would chew you up and spit you out, you pathetic little faggot.”

I felt my hopes and dreams dissolve as she continued. “Now put on those clothes and let’s turn you into a pretty girl!” She struck the wall with her riding crop. It made a CRACK sound that sent shudders through me.

“Yes, Mistress Meredith,” I said as I complied with her order. Maybe it won’t be so bad, I thought as I slipped into the ladies garments. Maybe I’ll get used to sex with men. Maybe Meredith will mellow out in time. Maybe it’ll all be okay. I kept telling myself those things as I dressed myself up in the lacy, frilly things she had chosen for me.

****

I have been with Meredith for six months now. It took her several weeks to modify my body to her desires. She is still working on my mind. Through intense hypnosis she has conditioned me to crave sex with men, to embrace my inferiority, and to instill in me a paralyzing fear of disobeying her.

A month ago she flew me to Vegas, where she married me in a bizarre ceremony officiated by a man in a leather hood. Meredith says she did it to get her mom off her back. “That woman is always saying, ‘you need to get married, you need to get married!’ So now I am, to my sweet, submissive slave!”

Last night my wife told me that she is proud of the progress I have mad while under her control. As a special treat, she is changing my name from Dave to Denise and arranging for me to have sexual reassignment surgery. Very soon I will have breasts and a vagina. Meredith says that, once I recover from the operation, she has plans to use me for an escort service she is staring, one that matches feminized slaves with Arab businessmen. Will I end up as part of some sheik’s harem? I don’t know. Only Meredith does. She is my owner, my mistress, and my beloved wife.

Now, if you will excuse me, it’s time for her to lock me into my bonds for the night. Such is the life of a sissy slave.

Feminized by my Female Boss: How a Submissive Sissy Lost his Manhood Forever

I waited behind the curtain with shaking hands and a quivering heart, waiting for my wife to call me out onto the stage. Will I be able to please them this time? I asked myself.  My ass was still recovering from the beating she gave me the week before, after I failed to catch a drop of Master Bull’s cum with my mouth. Mistress used her barbed riding crop on me for that offense; I have the scars to prove it.

I hoped things would be different this time. If they were, then perhaps Mistress would be more merciful than usual. 

I wonder sometimes how long I will be able to endure this constant abuse, but I doubt Mistress Hathaway cares. She seems to enjoy watching me suffer. But that’s what I get for making a sadistic, controlling woman my wife. Did I know what I was getting into when I walked into her office a year ago? I wonder…

12 Months Earlier

I have been submissive for as long as I can remember. In college I dated three different women. Each was verbally abusive to me, and one even abused me physically. I used to sit at clubs with my head hung low while one of them, a redhead named Heather, told me how sorry and pathetic I was, both as a boyfriend and as a lover.

“You suck, you know that?” she said once. “You’re stupid, boring, and a clumsy oaf in bed! I don’t know why I tolerate your ass! Now hand over your credit card; I want to buy some rounds for my friends!”

“Yes, dear,” I said, giving her the Visa in my wallet. As she strutted away to place her order I felt my cock throbbing in excitement. Heather was a vicious, evil bitch who degraded and humiliated me constantly – which I why I was so devoted to her. After our dates I would run to my bed, ripping off my pants and throwing myself onto the mattress to stroke myself.

While I masturbated, I relived the abuse she had heaped on me during the date, which brought me to a body-numbing orgasm within seconds. It was sheer bliss!

I’m sad to say that each of my college girlfriends dumped me. After graduating I took a job as a customer service rep for a high-priced woman’s clothing line produced by Hathaway’s, a fashion clothing company run by famous designer Nicole Hathaway, who is as cold-blooded a businesswoman as they come; more on her in a bit.

Every day I listened to angry female customers tear into me over complaints they have about our products. Almost always the problems were very minor, like a tiny defect they found in the material after wearing it several times.

I listened in meek submission as they insulted me, peppering my response with phrases like, “yes man,” “you’re right, I’m wrong,” and “I’m sorry.”

My ability to endure abuse became legendary. “Wow, they really beat you up today, Ron!” said one of the managers. “You have the patience of a saint putting up with it like you do!” I would nod and accept the praise, then take a break and dash to the restroom to jack off. Spending my day listening to women abuse me was like heaven!

After several months on the job my supervisor Mr. Treadwell approached me. “Hey, Ron,” he said, “big news. Ms. Hathaway herself just sent me an email. She’s been reviewing your performance and wants to meet you in person.”

I looked up at him in disbelief. “What?” I said. “Are you serious?” Few of the workaday people at the company had ever seen the legendary company owner. Her office was at the top of the 12-story complex that bore her name. Like the rest of the customer support staff, I spent my days in the second floor call center, which meant that Ms. Hathaway was on top of us both literally and figuratively.

“I’m dead serious, Ron,” said Mr. Treadwell. “She wants to see you in her office right after lunch.” He patted me in the back. “This could mean big things for you!” He smiled at me then went back to his desk. I sat in my chair staring at the computer screen on my desk, my heart racing. What could Ms. Hathaway want with me? I asked myself. A cold chill went through me as I pondered that question.

The rest of the morning raced by. I spent lunch in the company break room, where I nibbled at a sandwich and tried to prepare for my meeting. At 12:50 I took the elevator to the top floor. I had never been to that part of the building before, so I was unprepared for what awaited me. When the elevator door slid open my eyes bulged and my jaw dropped.

As I stepped out into the main hallway I saw oil paintings by famous artists lining the walls. The blue carpet was thick and incredibly soft. Subdued lighting gave the surroundings an air of casual elegance. I felt like a country bumpkin tourist on his first visit to a big city. Wow, I thought. Ms. Hathaway must be wealthier than most people think.

My eyes settled on a marble statue that sat on a pedestal. It was a model of a male figure dressed in armor and lying on the ground. Above him stood a woman holding a shield and spear, her foot resting on his chest, her head held up in victory. I studied the image in sick fascination for several seconds, wondering what it said about my employer.

“Stop right there!” said the stern voice. I looked up with a start to see a huge, hulking woman dressed like a security guard. She wore a black shirt with a gleaming silver badge that rested atop her ample left breast, black pants with white stripes running down each leg, and gleaming black shoes. On her head was a black ball cap with the words AMAZON SECURITY etched across it in bright yellow letters.

She wore a black leather belt with a nightstick, pistol, and can of pepper spray, each resting in its own quick-draw holster. Her steel-gray eyes were narrowed as she regarded me with a suspicious look. She towered over me by several inches.

“H-hi,” I managed to say. “I have an appointment with Ms. Hathaway, please.”

A slight trace of a smile crossed her face for a fleeting moment. “Follow me,” she said, turning on her heels and marching down the hall. I followed well behind her, like a scared puppy tailing its abusive owner. I felt cold sweat run down my face as I followed this gargantuan woman to whatever fate awaited me.

The hallway wound around the corners of the building, ending in front of a massive oak door with a bronze doorknob. “Wait here,” ordered the grim-faced sentry, waving her massive arm in my direction.

“Yes, mam,” I said in a small, squeaky voice, my hands folded over one another as I looked down at the floor. The cold, abrasive treatment I was receiving was already making my cock stiffen, but I hoped Ms. Hathaway wouldn’t notice.

The guard disappeared through the door, then reemerged seconds later. “You may enter and approach Ms. Hathaway,” she said. “But mind your manners or I will break your knees!” She pointed a warning finger at me as she spoke.

I kept my head hung low as I shuffled past the woman and through the doorway. The inner office was even more impressive than the outer area. The room had a vaulted ceiling with crystal chandeliers hanging from it. Various treasures lined the walls: massive statues, paintings with abstract themes, antique French furnishings, and rare coins mounted in gilded frames were among the objects displayed. A lump formed in my throat, and I suddenly felt very small next to the signs of wealth and power that surrounded me.

“You feel vulnerable,” said the voice that echoed from across the room. I looked across the giant expanse to see a silver-haired woman with a patrician face and impeccably tailored clothes standing behind an immense walnut desk. She walked around the furnishing and approached me with a slow, deliberate saunter, like a she-panther creeping up on its victim. For a moment our eyes met.

“Lower your head!” she snapped. I did as she ordered.

“Good, very good,” she said, touching my cheek with her right palm as she stood in front of me. For the first time I detected a vague hint of an East European accent in her voice. She wasn’t quite as tall as the guard, but she did outsize me by two or three inches. I could smell the scent of her perfume; it was musky with a hint of floral accents. I was familiar with most women’s colognes from my work, but the identity of her scent eluded me.

I saw her feet spread apart as she took up a stance in front of me, arms folded across her ample chest. “Look up,” she ordered. I did so. Up close I could see her face was extraordinary in its beauty. Her skin was remarkably youthful. It seemed to glow with an inner radiance that was goddess-like in its effect. Her blue eyes were sharp and focused. Her hair was truly silver, pulled away from her face and held in place with a golden clip. She wore a string of pearls around her graceful neck, a white silk blouse, dark gray business jacket, black pencil skirt, and black business-style high heels.

She stared at me for several seconds. My vison went cloudy as she bored into my skull with her intense stare. I felt as if she was using her mind to devour me, one tiny slice of my soul at a time. The sensation was both terrifying and seductive.

Then she broke the spell as she began to circle around me. “You’re tall,” she said, “but thin. Your face is soft, weak, and almost feminine.”

Her words puzzled me; I wanted to ask what she was getting at, but I was too intimidated by this magnificent woman to interrupt her.

She waved her hand at a chair that sat in front of her desk. “Sit,” she commanded. “Let’s talk.”

“Yes, Ms. Hathaway,” I said as I sank into the plush velvet seat. She slid her perfectly shaped rear into her desk chair, leaned back, and regarded me with mild interest, her fingers laced together and resting on her tight abs. “I suppose you’re wondering why I summoned you up here today,” she said.

“Yes, Ms. Hathaway,” I said, glancing up at her.

“Keep your head down!” she shouted. My chin fell to my chest, but I was still able to see her by looking up.

“Good boy,” she said. Her eyes drifted absently to one of the paintings on the wall beside her, an image of a man being torn apart by wolves. She seemed lost in thought for a moment before focusing on me. “This is the thing, Ronald,” she said. “I have been listening to how you interact with our customers. Do you want to know my opinion of you?”

“Certainly, Ms. Hathaway,” I said, my head down and my vision centered on my crotch, where I noticed a sizable bulge between my legs.

“Put simply,” she said, “you’re a spineless, sniveling, submissive wimp. You let those women rule over you. You endure their abuse no matter how vicious or unfair their words. Would you say that’s a fair assessment of your customer service approach, my boy?”

“W-well,” I stammered, trying to think of a response that wouldn’t earn her wrath, “we-we were told in training that the customer is always right. And these ladies spend so much with our company that they…I mean I…”my mind went blank as I struggled for words.

Ms. Hathaway laughed – a short, stabbing chortle that stabbed at my heart like icy daggers. I sunk lower in my chair. “You’re as bad as coming up with excuses as you are at standing up for yourself,” she said. “In fact, you’re probably the most pathetic excuse for a man I have ever seen.”

I felt a tiny spark of defiance flicker to life inside of me. It lasted for a moment, then faded as the weight of her words crushed what little spirit I had. “Yes, Ms. Hathaway,” was all I could say. I felt a tear glide down my face. But my arousal was raging like a forest fire between my legs.

I heard her get up from her chair and approach me. Her hand ran down the back of my head, as if she was petting a dog. “Now, now,” she said, “her tone gentle and condescending, “Don’t feel bad, Ron. You can’t help it if you’re the shy, sensitive type.”

She reached down, placed her fingers under my chin, and raised my head so that I was looking into her strong, beautiful, merciless face. “In fact,” she said, “you’re the perfect candidate for a new position I’m creating.”

I arched my eyebrows in surprise. “A new position?” I repeated, my curiosity piqued. “A different job?”

“Yes, sweetie,” she said, “a very important one, in fact.”

My interest overwhelmed my fear of the woman, so that I dared ask another question. “What type of job, Ms. Hathaway?” I asked.

“Being my husband,” she said, her tone empty of emotion, her face a study in sobriety.

I felt faint. My mind did a system check of my ears, just to make sure they were in good working order. I blinked several times, grasped the arms of the chair for support, and spoke. “Did you say ‘your husband,’ Mrs. Hathaway?”

“Indeed I did, Ron,” she said. “You see, being married lends a degree of credibility to a woman in business. It opens doors for her that would otherwise remain closed.” She reached behind her, retrieved a paper that was sitting on her desk, and held it out to me. “I had the accounting department do some projections. It seems I could increase company revenues by several millions dollars a year, simply by tying the knot.”

I swallowed. “”I see,” I said, my mind reeling as it tried to process what she was getting at.

“There’s one small problem, though,” said Ms. Hathaway. “I hate men.” She stood, set the form back on her desk, and began wandering around the room looking at the works of art. “I always have. Your gender is slow, stupid, and disgusting in general. Your minds are primitive, your bodies clunky and hairy, and talking to one of you is about as interesting as watching paint dry.”

She turned to face me. “Of course, I could marry another woman; that’s legal these days. But the marketing people are afraid my coming out of the closet could hurt sales – and that’s something we simply can’t have.”

I was still trying to process what she was saying when she approached me again, resting her hand on my shoulder and looking down at me with an affectionate, almost motherly gaze. “However,” she said, “if I could find a man with no self-respect, one who I could bully and abuse and humiliate, well then, that would make the situation tolerable.”

She nodded. “It’s obvious you’re that kind of man, Ron,” she said. “I have listened to the way you relate to women. They treat you like something they scraped off the bottom of their shoe.” She gave me a smile and a wink. “And you like it, don’t you, you sad little wimp?”

I looked up at the incredible woman who was saying these things to me. I felt arousal rushing through my body. I imagined her degrading me on a daily basis. It was all too much for me to resist. My mouth opened, and I said, “yes, Ms. Hathaway. I like it when women humiliate me. It…it gets me excited.”

“As I suspected,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. “I’ll bet you’ve dressed up in lacy, frilly things, haven’t you?” She walked behind me and began rubbing my shoulders. “Tell me the truth, Ron. You’ve walked out of my building with some of our ladies undergarments stuffed in your laptop bag, haven’t you?  You’ve taken them home and put them on, then looked at yourself in the mirror and played with your little toy, haven’t you?”

“Yes…yes, mam,” I said, my mind slipping under the erotic spell she was casting. “I have.”

“I knew it,” she said, her voice taking on a low, sultry quality. “But you’ve done even naughtier things, I would wager. I’ll bet you’ve shoved dildos up your ass and imagined a man was fucking you, haven’t you, my pet?”

“Yes, Ms. Hathaway, I have,” I said truthfully. “I like the idea of a man fucking me, of making me his little bitch. I’m…I’m a sissy queer who can’t please a woman.”

She kept rubbing my shoulders as she drew me under her control. “No, you never could satisfy a woman with your tiny organ, Ron. That’s why your college girlfriends left you, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Ms. Hathaway,” I said, my tone turning dull and flat as she took control of my mind.

“Tell me, Ron,” she said, whispering in my ear, “If you could have anything in the world right now, what would it be?”

Even in my hypnotized state I knew the answer to that question right away. “I would want a hard, long cock shoved up my ass,” I said.

“Very well, then, my dear boy,” she said. “I’ll grant your wish.” She called out into the hallway, “Ramona! He’s ready for you, my dear!”

In came the female security guard from before. She strutted towards me, and, as she did, I noticed a boulder-shaped object jutting out from between her legs. My heart pounded in my chest as I realized she was a transsexual with a functional penis, or what the porn sites call a “shemale.”

“Show him your big surprise, Ramona,” said Ms. Hathaway to the guard. The uniformed woman slid her pants down her long, luscious curves, revealing the red lace panties she wore underneath. She removed those as well, and I was face-to-face with the largest cock I had ever. It hovered inches from my face, thick and stout, with a bulging vein running down the side and a few drops of pre-cum dripping from the head. My throat and sphincter suddenly ached.

I felt Ms. Hathaway put her hands under my armpits and lift me up; she was amazingly strong. She shoved me towards her desk, making me stumble and almost fall. “Bend over, you little faggot!” she said. “Let Ramona fuck the hell out of your virgin ass! Hurry up!”

I leaned up against the desk, my body quaking, my mind racing with fear. What if I can’t handle her? I asked myself. What if she’s too big? Ms. Hathaway must have read my mind, because she said to the guard, “Ha! I think Ronnie is worried you’ll hurt him, Ramona!”

“I think he’s right,” the guard said. “In fact, I intend to hurt him very, very badly.”

My slacks fell to the floor as Ms. Hathaway pulled them down, followed by my boxer shorts. I felt the head of Ramona’s cock as she slid it along the rim of my ass cheeks. I gasped in pleasure as I felt its hard, wet texture against my skin. My head spun with dread and anticipation.

I felt Ms. Hathaway spread my cheeks. “Ready, Ramona?” she said. “Give our little sissy what he has coming!”

A sudden thought gave me pause. “Wait!” I shouted. “Aren’t you going you going to lube my ass?” The answer to my concern came a micro-second later, as Ramona thrust her entire length deep within me. My body tried to reject her massive she-cock, but to no avail. I screamed as she ruptured my sphincter.

Ms. Hathaway laughed. “Poor little Ronnie!” she said. “He can’t take it!”

I kept screaming as the guard began a hard, rhythmic pounding with her hips. The sheer violence of the sex jolted my broken, tormented body around like a rag doll. But my shrieks and cries for mercy only made her fuck me harder and faster. I lost my grip on the edge of the desk as she pulled me back and forth, back and forth, like a piston slamming its way into an engine with turbo-charged fury.

My blubbering and begging turned into a long, wailing cry of agony and despair as she worked her way to climax. Ms. Hathaway stood by the whole time with her hands on her hips, smiling and nodding with approval. “Good girl, Ramona,” she said. “Break my fiancé in properly. It’s a small taste of what I will inflict on him after our wedding.”

I stopped struggling and surrendered to the shock and humiliation of the violation, as the sadistic guard pounded me like a slab of meat. Mrs. Hathaway’s cruel laughter echoed through my head the entire time, like a demon cackling at the torment of its victim…

It’s been 12 months since the day I met Ms. Hathaway. I’m now her husband. In public I still dress and act like a man, but in private I’m her feminized slave. She keeps my body smooth and soft and dresses me like a street walker, with fishnet stockings, high heels, and micro-skirts that show off my long, silky legs.

My cock is trapped in a chastity device she had designed especially for me. It tapers to a curved, narrow tip that bends my penis into an unnatural shape. I can only pee by sitting down and letting the urine dribble from me a drop at a time. The cage has permanently fractured my organ, so I will never again become erect. My manhood is lost forever.

My wife uses me to entertain some of the fashion industry’s biggest names, mostly gay men with strong sadistic tendencies. I have swallowed an ocean of their cum and absorbed gallons of it into my ass. Sometimes I enjoy having the men inside of me, but I don’t dare tell Ms. Hathaway. Whenever she suspects I’m getting pleasure from the act, she inserts grated hot peppers into my anus as punishment. There are no words to describe how that feels.

Despite the way she treats me, though, I truly love my wife and would never trade our life together for anything. She gives me the abuse and humiliation a worthless sissy like me craves. I’m quite happy in my own way.

Now I must say goodbye. It’s time for me to service our guests. It’s going to be a wonderful night!

Total Humiliation: the Night my Dominant Wife took me to a Highway Rest Stop

“Tonight,” said my wife, giving me one of her wicked smiles, “will be the most humiliating time of your life, dear husband.”

I looked up from the scarf I was knitting, blood draining from my face, as I said, “it will be?”

“Oh, yes,” she said, circling around the room like a hawk. “I have very special plans for us this evening.” She paused to face me head-on, hands on her hip, devilish gleam in her eyes. “In fact, I doubt you will ever be the same.”

I had seen that look in her face before, and I knew that pleading with her to show mercy was useless. So instead I hung my head and said, “yes, dear,” in a small, submissive voice.

“That’s my girl!” she said. “Now put on your yellow dress, the one which makes you look so pretty. While you’re at it, shave your legs and chest; they’re starting to show a little hair. Wear a pair of your satin panties and those white pumps as well,” she said. “Then I’ll do your makeup.”

“Yes, mistress,” I said, curtsying to her before hurrying to obey her orders.

Anne and I have been married for five years, and during that time she has proven to be even more domineering and sadistic than I hoped. As a trust fund brat, I was reared by a controlling mother who dictated my every action for the first 20 years of my life. After she passed on, I was at a loss for what to do with myself. Mother had never allowed me to have an independent thought, you see.

So I sought out a woman who was just as controlling as her. Anne is an ultra-dominant shrew who made it clear she was marrying me for my money. But she is also incredibly beautiful and utterly, mercilessly sadistic – all qualities I admire in a woman.  I adore and serve her with absolute devotion.

Anne began feminizing me soon after we met. At first I resisted some of the things she was doing to me, especially when she began torturing my cock and balls with electricity. But she responded to the slightest defiance with brutal efficiency, flogging me in private and humiliating me in public.

I think the moment that finally broke me altogether was when she forced me to suck her boyfriend’s cock and guide it into her waiting pussy. As he rode her to climax I sat there with my legs crossed and a sign hanging from my neck that said I’M A PARTHETIC SISSY QUEER WHO CAN’T PLEASE HIS WIFE. I think the video is still on the Net somewhere; I’m not sure.

After the experience I became docile and yielding to Anne’s every whim. I can’t even go to the bathroom without her permission. She controls me body and soul – just as I want her to.

Anne supervised me as I ran the razor along my calves and thighs, removing every trace of the nasty man-hair which was beginning to sprout. She helped me slide the white stockings up my legs and hooked my garters in place. She watched as I slipped on my white pumps, then she made me prance around the room in them while she stomped her feet and cheered. “Work it, girl!” she shouted. “Show us your stuff!” Her comments were meant both as praise and as humiliation, and they succeeded ably in both respects.

Anne has tortured my genitals so much that I can no longer get an erection, so she doesn’t bother keeping me in chastity anymore. I think the electric shocks did something to the nerves in my cock. I asked the doctor about it one time, but he just laughed and told me what a wimp I was. Anne was so pleased with his diagnosis that she gave him a blow job right there in his office. I had to pay him three times his normal fee; she insisted.

On the other hand, she did let me get breast implants last year for my birthday, along with collagen injections in my ass and lips. My hair has grown long over the years and Anne keeps it dyed platinum blond, so I’m the image of a cock-craving bimbo slut with 42 DD boobs.

My wife says she is eventually going to castrate me, but she hasn’t decided on the right time or method yet. I know she has been in touch with a group in the Middle East that uses eunuchs as slaves. I worry that, when she does snip me, she will use some cruel process from the Middle Ages. If she does, then there’s nothing I can do but submit. She’s the boss, after all.

Anne helped me put on my bra, then I dressed in the yellow outfit she chose for the evening. She brushed my hair and applied my makeup, then led me to the garage with a leash around my neck. “Lie down on the back seat, slut!” she shouted as we stood beside the Mercedes. I did so, and, after I did, I felt her yank my panties down and insert a dildo into my ass. “You’re so pathetic, dear husband,” she said as she shoved the massive object deep within me.

“Thank you, mistress,” I said, feeling both shame and arousal at the same time.

She slammed the door shut, got in the driver’s seat, and peeled away from our three-story Colonial home and into the gathering twilight. The front gate slid open to let the car pass. I knew all of this from the sounds I heard; my face remained buried in the seat during the ride.

After what seemed like several minutes I felt her pull off the road and park. She got out of the car, walked around to the rear door, and grabbed the back of my hair, pulling me to a sitting position. “Get up, you stupid whore!” she shouted. As I sat in the seat she glared at me with critical eyes. “You smeared your makeup, tramp,” she said. “Now I have to fix it. I’ll beat you for this when we get home.”

“I’m sorry, mistress,” I said, dropping my eyes.

“Not as sorry as you will be later on, I promise,” she growled. She reached under my armpit and pulled me to me feet. I looked around to see where we were, but could only detect the dim outline of a building close by. “Where are we, mistress?” I asked.

“You’ll find out soon enough, dear husband” she said, twisting my wrist as she dragged me towards the building. “We’re here!” she yelled as she pounded on an imposing metal door. I felt a sense of panic rise within me as I wondered what awaited me on the other side.

The entry swung open on creaking metal hinges. There, in the opening, framed in the light of the room beyond, stood a man in a janitor’s uniform. He was bald, with a day’s growth on his face, and a massive chest that indicated he lifted weights. “Cool!” he said as he looked at me. “Is that the cunt we’re going to fuck?”

“One and the same,” said Anne as she shoved me into the room. As I stumbled forward, the man stuck out his foot, making me fall face first onto the hard tile floor. I turned my head in time to avoid splitting my nose open, but my cheek collided with the surface, making a nasty bruise that began to swell instantly. I cried and held my injured face, tears bubbling up in my eyes and running down my face.

I looked up at Anne in shock. She had never been this vicious before! And who was this strange man who was looking at me like a side of beef? “Mistress!” I said, sobbing. “Why are you being so cruel?”

The man looked at her then roared with laughter. “I told you!” Anne said to him. “The biggest wuss on the planet!”

“You weren’t kidding!” he said. Then he pointed over his shoulder with his thumb. “The boys are back here,” he said. “The whole place is shut down for the night, so we don’t have to worry about anyone interrupting us.”

“Come on, dear husband,” said Anne, dragging me forward as we followed the man. “Time for you to earn your pay.”

“Mistress, please!” I shrieked. “I don’t know what’s going on! And this man, he seems so mean! What’s going to happen to me?”

I saw stars as the back of Anne’s hand exploded against the side of my head. “Shut up!” she shouted. “Keep moving!” My eyes filled with tears, my feet unsteady, I let her pull me towards whatever fate awaited me. We passed through what looked like a maintenance room and then another doorway. As we stopped, I looked around me. My mouth fell open in shock.

We were standing in a public restroom, the kind you see at highway rest stops. One wall was lined with urinals, the other with stalls. Sinks were across the room. I smelled the odor of urine and feces; the place hadn’t been cleaned in a while.

“She’s ready, boys!” said the man as he looked at the door leading to the front of the building. “Come and get it!” I watched in horror as a half a dozen men filed into the restroom from outside. From looking at them, I guessed they ranged in age from their 20s to over 70. Each was covered with dirt and grime, and all of them stared at me with lecherous grins. I clung to Anne, hoping she would protect me from whatever they had in mind. But I could tell from the maniacal look in her eyes that she was just as determined as them to degrade and humiliate me.

“Stand over there, dear husband,” she ordered, pointing at a stained, festering urinal.

“Yes, mistress,” I said, choking back sobs as I assumed my position in front of the toilet. I stood there with my head hung low and my hands folded in front of me.

“This is what’s going to happen,” Anne said, talking to me as if I were a condemned prisoner about to be hung. “Unlike you, these guys are real men.” She waved her arm around the room at the janitors. “They work hard all the time. They’re underpaid and under-appreciated, especially by spoiled little snots like you. So tonight you’re going to scrub this bathroom till it shines.”

I gave Anne a bug-eyed look. “What?” I said. “Are you serious?” The men guffawed at my disbelief, while Anne nodded and glared at me.

“All too serious, sweet husband” she said. “Then, when you’re done, they’re going to fuck your sissy ass. After all that, if they say it’s okay, then you might get to go home. Understand?”

I glanced around the room, then back at my image in the mirror. “But, dear,” I whined, “I’ll ruin my pretty outfit!” That remark made the men howl with laughter.

“I know that, honey,” said my wife. “That’s why I had you wear it. I told you tonight would be the most humiliating time of your life!” She nodded at a box sitting in the corner. “You’ll find cleaning solution and paper towels in there. Now get to work!”

For a moment I thought about making a run for it. But the men must have read my mind, because one of them blocked the door, standing in front of it and saying, “Forget it, sissy. There’s no escape.”

“Look,” I said to the janitors. “I’m rich. I’ll pay you to let me out of here. Please!” They looked at Anne, who marched over to me in the $3,000.00 pumps I bought her for her birthday.  With a quick, ruthless motion she planted her foot in my balls, striking me so hard she lifted me off the floor. I collapsed like a marionette whose owners had cut its strings. The men laughed and shouted insults, their vicious taunts slashing into me like razor blades.

“In case you forgot, idiot,” said Anne, “you signed over power of attorney to me last month! That means I’m the one who’s rich, while you’re a penniless little sissy! Now get up and get to work!”

As the pain between my legs faded I found the strength to stand. I staggered to the box, found the products Anne had mentioned, and began the filthy, dehumanizing task. Meanwhile the men gathered around Anne, laying clean towels on the floor in front of her. She fell to her knees and began blowing them one at a time. “Gotta admit, dear husband,” she said as she brought the last of them to climax, “even this 75 year old is more of a man than you’ll ever be!”

“Yes, dear,” I said as I wiped the bottom of a commode on my hand and knees, the stench of the feces-filled bowl making me nauseous.

After what seemed like forever the restroom was gleaming. It even smelled fresh and clean. My mind and boy were reeling with exhaustion, but Anne ordered me to bend over and take hold of a urinal as the men took turns fucking my ass.

At the end of it all Anne dragged me out the back door and deposited my spent and tortured body into the back seat of her Mercedes. I watched with bleary eyes as she gave each of the men a giant wad of cash and let them feel her breasts and slide their hands between her legs. The sun peeked over the horizon as her car pulled away from the rest stop and back onto the highway. At some point along the way sleep overwhelmed me, and all was blackness.

“Get up, you lazy moocher!” shouted my wife, ripping my mind from its rest.

“What? What’s going on?” I said, shaking the drowsiness from my head.

“Get up!” said Anne. “You’ve been sleeping for 14 hours! Get up and make my dinner. Then you need to get ready for your shift!”

“My…my what?” I said, trying to understand what was going on.

Anne rolled her eyes. “Your work shift, you moron!” she said. “You have to be there at midnight!”

Seeing my utter confusion must have aroused some tiny degree of compassion in her heart, because her tone became gentle and soothing as she spoke. “I’m proud of you, honey,” she said, brushing my battered cheek with the back of her fingers. “You did such a good job last night that the supervisor agreed to hire you full-time! You’re now a janitor, sweetie, with a whole crew of burly men to service and a lifetime’s worth of dirty toilets to scrub! Isn’t it wonderful?”

At first I clung to the slender thread of hope that told me she was joking. Then, as I read her face, I knew she was serious. My heart lurched in my chest as I imagined reliving the previous night over and over and over, forever.
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